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"Yo. Man Slash. Dude. Wake the fuck up." 

Slash shook the drowsiness from his head and looked up into a familiar face. 
"Whaa..Where am |?" 

"You're in the house. Dipshit:" 


Izzy's voice was strained far from his usually calm rasp. Instead, he sounded flustered and stressed. 


His dark hair was sticking up at ends and his shirt was buttoned wrongly. 
"What's eatin’ at ya, Iz?" Slash yawned, eyeing the rhythm guitarists messy look with disdain 


"Me? Nothing," Izzy spoke quickly, "What about you? Its not normal for you to pass out without a bottle of 
Jack in your hand." 


Slash pushed some unruly curls from his face and frowned. 

| can't even remember, man. | think Steven was showing me something and I..fainted, or some shit. | dunno." 
Izzy gave his lead guitarist one last quizzical stare before shaking his dark head and walking into the kitchen. 
Sure enough, the three other members of Guns N' Roses were already seated at the table. 

"Hey, Tall-Dark-and-Silent," Axl grinned as Izzy entered the room, "Breakfast?" 


"No thanks," he murmured, traipsing over to the fridge, "Is there anything here | can drink without giving 


myself poisoning?” 

"Water." Duff chortled, knocking back a second glass of vodka in one fearless movement. 

"What, the green shit that comes out of our tap? No thanks." 

The rest of the band didn't bother to hide their amusement as Izzy continued rooting through the fridge, 
pulling disgusted faces whenever he saw something that didn't take to his fancy.which was, more or less, 
everything. 

"Fucking scrawny is what you are, Iz," Axl laughed, "I'm gonna make you some toast" 

"Doesn't mean I'll eat it" 

"Oh yeah, you willl" 


With a smile of slight annoyance hanging over his lips, Izzy retreated to a chair at the table next to Duff. 


"You really should eat more, man, it ain't healthy," Steven chimed, averting his eyes from the hearty breakfast 


of eggs, sausages and bacon that was set before him. 
"Ill eat when I'm hungry." 


A few seconds of silence passed, before Izzy remembered what he'd come into the kitchen for in the first 


place. 


"Hey, Steve?" 
Looking up from his meal once more, Steven flashed the rhythm guitarist a smile and spoke slowly, 

"Yeah, l2?" 

"Y'know how Slash was passed out there before?" 

'Um.yeah." 

"Dya know anything about why that might be?" 

Before the sentence had finished, Steven's face was a picture of alarm. 

Not 

"Don't lie to me, Adler” Izzy snapped, his soulless eyes darkening with every word 

"Im not.| mean.Um.l." 

Axl swivelled round from the kitchen island to glance at the spluttering drummer. 

"What the fuck is going on? What did you do, Steven?" 

"LI may have.kinda had to.erase a bit of his memory." 

"Fuck, Steven! Do you want him to figure us out?!" Izzy rose from his seat, his pale cheeks flushing brighter. 
"Uh, question!" Duff piped up, jumping from his seat to stand with Izzy. 

"What?" 


"If Slash's memory was erased, how could he figure us out? ‘Cause, like, he wouldn't be able to remember and 


shit." 
Axl gave a sharp cackle as he joined the boys at the table. 


"I have to say, Izzy, you've been acting up a bit lately. Hardly the behaviour we'd expect from a man of your 


reputation!" 


"Hey, Axl, you aren't perfect either. You're down here too, remember?" 


"By choice, m'dear. You're just down here ‘cause the Big Guy didn't want you." 
"Who?" Slash questioned groggily as he entered the kitchen, rubbing his eyelids. 
"No-one!" Axl and Izzy spoke quickly, casting eachother shocked glances. 


"Uh..\Kay. Whatever." Slash dismissed the conversation without a second thought as he pulled open the fridge, 
"Anythin' edible in here?" 


"Doubt it," lzzy sniffed, picking up the plate of burnt toast that Axl had set in front of him, "You can have this 
though." 


"Bastard," Axl sneered from the other end of the room. 
Izzy simply stuck out his tongue in reply and smiled. 


For the next few minutes, the band talked about various things - music, girls, upcoming tours, etc.. - before 


they were interrupted by a sharp knock on the front door. 
"lll get it," Izzy volunteered, rising from his seat and exiting the kitchen 
Upon opening the door, Izzy stumbled back in complete surprise 

"No.no fucking way." he breathed, "You can't be here!" 


"Can, and Will,” the figure behind the door spoke with a poison voice, "Now, Archangel, are you just going to 
stand there or are you going to invite your superior inside? After all, its been a frightfully long journey." 


'B-but.the Mortal.he's.." Izzy trailed off, and then yelled for Axl to join him. 
"Izzy, what's going- Oh, man" 

The man entered the room, eyeing all corners with disgust 

"Why are you here, Raphael?" Axl shot at him, stumbling behind 

"To inform you both, Archangels Azrael and Jophiel, that He requires your help," Raphael grunted sternly, 
sitting himself down on the couch, "And | would appreciate it if you could use my full title. Show some 


respect!" 


Axl and Izzy blinked in disbelief. Did He - the Power, the Almighty, the Lord and Creator of everything - really 
need their help, after a thousand years of walking the earth? 


"The thing is, Archangels, that there are Renegade Angels who are plotting to bring an end to all existence as 
we know it.. And I'm afraid, dear boys, that the time has come to prove that you are more than He believes 
you to be - Jophiel, specifically. | don't know if you remember but you aren't exactly one of His favourite 
Angels." 

"Yet I've never quite understood why," Izzy retorted sarcastically through gritted teeth. 

"Never understood? Archangel, tell me, are you stupid?! Numerous counts of conspiracy, deception, doubting 
the power of The Lord, betrayal in His name, | could go on Oh, and | shouldn't be forgetting the homosexuality 
charges..." 


"Alright! | get it!" 


"Point is, you have one chance to get yourself into heaven The fate of both the mortal and the immortal 


rests upon your shoulders." 

"How do we stop them?" Axl said with a worried tone. 

"You need to somehow get yourselves to Italy, and stop them from entering the Vatican. Should they succeed, 
the Vatican will crumble, as will the rest of the world. The Renegade Angels were banished from heaven - 
much like yourself, Jophiel, though under much more serious charges - and by walking through the door of 
the Vatican, they shall be automatically accepted into Heaven, proving God wrong and thus undoing all 
existence." 

"But.ttaly?! You're shitting me." 


"You've got three days, Archangels." 


And with that final remark, Raphael disappeared. 


Axl and Izzy cast each other confused glances. 

"Axl, please tell me he wasn't being serious." 

"I'd like to, Iz. really would” 

"Um, guys?" Slash appeared in the kitchen doorway, "Who WAS that?" 


"You guys can't hide it from him forever," Duff spoke curtly, joining Slash in the doorway, "It's time he learnt 
the truth.. about all of us." 


"The truth? What truth? What is it, guys?!" 


"Slash, we..we've been hiding something from you," Steven spoke quietly. 


"Guys, no!" Izzy yelled, his deep voice shaking. 
"W-what is it?" Slash stuttered, eyes filled with anxiety, "Why don't you want me to know, Izzy?" 


'Iz.we should just tell him. He's gonna find out sooner or later." Axl said softly placing a hand on his frends 


shoulder. 

"No, Axl.he's mortal. He's not meant to know. I'm not going back to Hell." 
"Hell?" Slash blinked, "Can someone PLEASE explain what's going on?!" 
After exchanging a long, and serious glance, Izzy drew in a breath. 

"Axl, Duff, Steven and l." he began, 


"are not of this world" 
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Slash stood in the middle of the living room, spluttering in disbelief. 
"What the fuck do you mean, you're ‘not of this world’? What are you, aliens?!" 
Izzy shook his head sadly. 


"No, not aliens. Axl and |..we're Angels. Archangels, to be specific. In fact, we aren't even Axl and Izzy. Our real 


names are Azrael and Jophiel” 

Slash let out a scornful laugh 

"Angels? You think lm dumb enough to fall for that?!" 

"Slash, please listen." Axl whined, “It is very important that you pay attention" 


"Okay, okay, fine. But answer me this: If you two are Angels, why the fuck are you down here and not in 


heaven?" 

Axl's face broke out into a grin as he glanced over at Izzy. 

"Go ‘head, Izzy. Tell him why you're down here." 

"No thanks," Izzy mumbled, raising an eyebrow. 

Axl leaned over and pinched Izzy's ear. 

"Tell. him." Axl commanded, tightening his grip. 

"Fuckin' ouch, man! Stop it!" Izzy hissed, squirming under his fellow Angel's grasp. 


"When you two children have finished," Duff snapped, standing in all his 6'3 glory, "Izzy, tell Slash why you and 


Axl are down here." 


"Fine, fine!" Izzy gasped, as Axl let go of his ear, "A few thousand years ago-" 

"A few thousand years ago?! Shit!" Slash exclaimed. 

"Shut the fuck up, and let me finish. A few thousand years ago, Axl and l- Azrael and |, we were Archangels, in 
charge of listening to the Mortals’ prayers, and doing God's work for him. It was great. It was nice. Everything 
was perfect, just like you'd expect. Y'know Paradise City? Written about Heaven" 

Axl let out a small snicker as Izzy continued. 

"But of course, nothing, even in heaven, can stay perfect for long. Eventually, some Angels started to get ideas. 
Some started spreading rumours. Naturally, God wasn't happy about that. In those days, God was vengeful and 
angry. He banished the one he believed to have started it all - an estranged Angel named Lucifer - to an 
underworld. This would become known as Hell. Lucifer became angry and swore revenge on God. This created a 
war in Heaven between those loyal to God..and the Renegades. Axl and | refused to fight. It was ridiculous. But 


God didn't appreciate that. He saw it as cowardice. He favoured Axl a lot more than |, and so | was sent to 


spend my time in Hell." 

"What was it like, Izzy?" Slash muttered, eyes wide with interest. 

"Fucking awful, Slash. | still have nightmares about it every night. Endless torture and pain. 

After | served my time, God sentenced me to live out the rest of my days on Earth, aimlessly living life after 
life until | have learnt my lesson. | didn't think that was fair.until God pointed out my sins. | know what you're 
thinkin’, how could | sin and get away with it when the Big Guy is all-knowing, right? Sometimes | wonder that 
as well. But he found out that | was plotting with the Renegades. That | have betrayed His Almighy Self and-" 


"Don't forget the homosexuality charges!" added Steven cheerfully, earning a slap across his fluffy head from 
Izzy. 


"Homosexuality charges?" giggled Slash. 


Izzy turned his head away and muttered something incoherent to Slash - but by reading his lips, it looked like, 
"When | say Axl and | are close." - and then turned back to face Slash. 


"So here | am. A three-thousand-and-twelve-year-old Angel trapped in a twenty-five-year-old stoner's body.” 
Slash nodded his curly head slowly as this sunk in 

Uh-huh. but there's one thing | dont get! 

"What's that?" 


"Why is Axl down here?" 


Axl shot Slash a watery smile and stood up. 


"| was Izzy's accomplice..apparently. Still, since The Big Guy loved me so much - the reason why is beyond me 
- he gave me two options. The first was that | could spend a year in Hell-" 


"Which was fucking cruel since | had to spend 500 years in that shithole." Izzy interrupted, folding his arms. 
" or | could join lzzy down here and walk the Earth until it eventually ends. So here | am. 

Slash nodded to the Angels again before moving his gaze along to Duff and Steven 

"So what about you two? Are you Angels as well?" 

Steven cracked a grin and glanced up at Duff, shaking his feather-like hair. 

"You go first, Duffy’ 

Duff sighed and stepped forward, fiddling with his hands. 


"Uh..l'm a NUSS. More commonly known amongst the Immortal realms as a Natural Universal Shapeshifting 
Spirit." 


Slash's mouth dropped slightly. 

"Fu-uck.so you can be, like, any fucking person you want?" 

"Person, animal, object.anything.’ 

"Great. So that'll sink in later, probably. Steven, go." 

Izzy stifled a laugh. 

‘| must say, you're handling this awfully well, Slash." 

Slash ignored him and turned his attention back to Steven, who was shifting awkwardly from foot to foot. 
"Um.|'m..to put it simply..a..robott." 


"A robot? Okay, | could've believed the Angels and the Shapeshifter thingy, but..yeah, okay, you got me, guys!” 


he laughed, wiping invisible tears from his eyes. 


The remaining Gunners exchanged unimpressed glances. 


"TARGET: LOCKED" came an electronic voice, and Steven's arm seemingly dislocated, transforming into 


something of a sonic gun. 
"JESUS H. MOTHERFUCKING GOD OF JEHOVAH!" Slash screeched, jumping out of his chair. 


"The profanity is painful. I'm sure that earned you some brownie points with the Big Guy." Izzy jibed, lips 


cracking into a smile. 

"Look, stop being a fucking pussy and listen carefully," Axl spoke with all seriousness, "We need to get to Italy 
in three days. I'm not sure how we're gonna manage it, but we've got a pretty big job to do, and we need all 
your help. Even you, Slash." 

"What's going on, Ax?" 

Izzy and Axl exchanged yet another glance and began explaining the situation 


eR 


"So, you're telling me," Slash breathed, "That you have to get from LA to Italy in three days to save the 


world" 

"Um, yeah, basically," Izzy confirmed, nodding his head. 
"But.how are we going to get there?" 

Axl simply shook his head. 

| don't know. | can try and hire the jet, | guess.." 


"Axl, be realistic," Izzy spoke solemnly, his eyes darkening, "We may be rockstars but we have no money to 


hire out the fucking jet since it all goes on coke and smack. Any other ideas?" 
They all sat in silence for a few moments, trying to figure out what to do. 

| have an idea," Duff whispered, looking up into suddenly bright eyes. 

"What is it?!" Axl and Izzy spoke in unison. 


"I know a guy..a dealer.he ships guns and drugs and shit.he has a jet. We might be able to stowaway, if he's 
shipping to Italy." 


Axl cupped his bassist's cheek and grinned. 


"Duff, | could kiss you right now." 

"Kindly refrain," he replied, flashing the flame-haired angel a strained smile. 

"Should we pack, then?" Slash inquired, rising from his seat. 

"No time," Izzy spoke in a solemn tone, Duff, do you know if he's definitely shipping out to Italy?" 

"| can find out" 

"Then do it now, we can't afford to waste time." 

Slash sat back into his chair and stared at the ceiling, while Izzy aimlessly ordered in the background, 
And that's when it began to sink in. 


They were going to Italy, to prevent the end of the world, and his bandmates - who he trusted and loved 


dearly - weren't even human 

These thoughts looped around in his brain for another half hour, until Steven shook his shoulders roughly. 
“Slash, man, wake up. Time to go." 

"Time to..go?" 

The band were waiting at the front door. Axl had slung a bag over his shoulder. 


"Yeah, man, now get your ass off the couch and hurry the fuck up." 


A (boring) Flight 
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Soon, the band were crouched behind some crates in an almost empty hangar, anxiously awaiting the perfect 


moment to board the plane unseen 
"This is it?" 
‘lm sorry, were you expecting something classier, Axl?" 


Izzy brushed off his bickering bandmates and slowly shuffled a few steps to the right, glancing over the 


crates. The coast was clear. 
"Hey, assholes," he spoke quietly but firmly, "Shut the fuck up and lets get moving.” 


Without arguing, the other four Gunners followed Izzy, making no sound except a sharp tapping noise as their 


boots hit the concrete floor. 


It was only a matter of seconds until they met the unattractive jet. It towered above in a disciplined fashion, 


sporting only a few windows and a large number ‘54 on the side. 


"How the fuck are we meant to get in there?" Slash questioned, glaring up at the aircraft with a disgusted 


expression. 


It was a valid question. The door hung high above them, camouflaging against the rest of the doors. It was 


clearly locked. 
"Fuck." 


| can probably reach that, you know," Duff informed the boys, putting his hands on his hips and staring at the 


plane door with an unimpressed pout. 


‘Not to burst your bubble or anythin’, Duffy, but | don't think you're that tall." Steven uttered, raising an 


eyebrow. 


"Y'know, for a robot, you sure are dumb," Duff grunted as he slapped his palm against his forehead and took a 


step towards the towering jet. 
His transformation would be an unnerving sight to a mortal being. 
His long bones dislocated from his joints in a sickening motion, and his skin stretched further across his body 


before shrinking drastically. His previously human form had morphed into the figure of a small bat. 


"What the fuck." Slash whispered, body quivering as his friend flew upwards, landing on the wing of the plane 
and slowly shifting back into his body. 


"HEY, GUYS," Duff yelled down, "IF YOU CAN PASS ME THAT CROWBAR | CAN PROBABLY-" 
"Duff, for fuck's sake, shut up!" Axl hissed in panic. 


"Oh, right, gotcha!" Duff spoke in astonishment, eyes wide as he realised what he did, "Hey, lz, just toss me 
that crowbar or somethin’." 


"You're kidding, right?" Izzy's tone was dripping with sarcasm. 

"Do you want to get to fucking Italy?" 

"| have an idea," Axl sighed, dropping his bag and kneeling down, "Get down, lz. We're giving Steven a boost up." 
"What?" 

"Trust me, man." 

With a reluctant sigh, Izzy knelt down beside his best friend on the dusty concrete. 


"Now, Slash, stand on top of us." Axl commanded, paying no notice to Izzy's pained expression 


"Oh, come on," Axl laughed as soon as he caught sight of it, "Its not like you're some kind of porcelain fuckin’ 


doll or something." 


Izzy gave a whimper as Slash obediently put his foot forward to balance on the two Angels, forming something 
of a pyramid. 


"Fuck, Slash, how much do you weigh?" 
Slash ignored the question and looked down at Axl. 


"What next?" 


"Right, Steven, get up here and let Slash boost you up," Axl commanded, and a skeptical look crossed Izzy's 


face. 
"| don't think he'll be able to reach-" 


‘Of course he won't, Izzy, and that's why Duff will grab him and pull him up there. Jesus, you really have been 
out of your tiny little mind lately, haven't you? Okay, Steven, ready?" 


In typical Steven tradition, he stepped forward and grinned menacingly. 

"| was born ready, baby." 

"Well, that's great," Duff called down, "Now get your skinny metal ass up here before | come down and kick it” 
Flashing the bassist an affectionate grin, Steven climbed on top of the Angels without argument and Slash 
grabbed his legs, boosting the mechanical drummer up close enough for Duff to grab him and haul him up 
onto the wing. The plane tilted at the sudden weight. 

With Duff's hands firmly clasped on his hips, Steven reached out with a long arm and slammed his fist against 
door, which then reluctantly reacted by opening slightly. He pulled it open and flashed his bandmates another 
grin. 

"You're welcome. Duff, d'ya wanna help them up?" 

Before Duff could argue, Steven had already hopped miraculously from the wing to the door. 

"Moron," he muttered, scanning the room for something to help his friends up into the jet. 

Then there came a few echoed words from across the hangar. 

Izzy's brown eyes widened and Axl's fair skin paled. Slash didn't even register what was going on until he saw 
Duff leap into the plane and fet the two Angels by his side grab his hand and dart across the hangar, hiding 
down behind another stack of crates. 

Slash peeked behind them curiously, and two men walking into the room caught his eye. 

"You sure you can manage flying this baby, Dave?" 

"Absolutely, sir. Can you help me load these crates?" 


Panic washed over the three like an ice cold bath. 


‘Izzy, do something!" Axl whispered, his large blue eyes glinting in anxiety. 


In less than a second, Izzy had spotted a half open crate. It was a crazy idea.but it might work. 
"Quick!" 

The three ducked into the large crate just in time, squashed alongside many assorted packages. 
"Drugs?" Slash whispered, looking at Axl with a somewhat hopeful look Axl simply shrugged in reply. 
The crate jolted suddenly and was beginning to move slowly. 

In about a half hour, the Gunners were in the plane, unseen, and it was beginning to take off 
Izzy cautiously pushed the lid away and climbed out, followed by the others. 

"Where's Duff and Steven?" 

The long aisle of the plane was empty, with the exception of various boxes and crates. 

‘Shit, where are they?" Slash's voice shook as he galloped down the body of the plane. 

"They aren't here." 


Axl ran to a window and glanced out, catching a quick look at another identical jet shooting off in the opposite 


direction. 


"Well, fuck." 


It had been seven long hours of quiet ranting and hitting and bitching before the three had finally managed to 
slip into unconsciousness. Axl had positioned himself against Izzy, his ginger hair falling across the rough denim 
jacket that the rhythm guitarist had slung across his torso in haste. Izzy gingerly rested a hand on his 


singer's waist. 


Slash watched them curiously from the end of the plane. Who did they think they were, just randomly telling 


him one day that they weren't even fucking human? 
It was insane. 
But strangely enough, he wasn't really surprised. 


"Slash? You awake?" 


Slash's attention shot straight over to Izzy, who was sleepily rubbing his eyes. 


"Yeah," he whispered back, watching as the raven-haired angel peeled himself away from the sleeping singer 
and slowly walked over, sitting himself down beside the lead guitarist. 


"Y'know, Slash," he sighed, "I admire you. | really do." 

Slash furrowed his brows and gave the older man a quizzical look 

"How?" 

"Any other person in your position probably would've cracked by now. You're a strong person. | respect that." 


"Thanks, man." Slash offered the other man a warm smile and, for the first time in a long while, it was 


returned. 


"You should do that more often," Slash spoke suddenly, and Izzy's newfound smile faded into a frown of 


confusion. 
"Huh? Do what?" 
"Y'know..smile. You look nice when you smile." 


Growing aware to the sappiness of the conversation, Slash turned his head away as Izzy's expression softened 


into a grin 

"Thanks." 

Across the jet, Axl jolted as he slept, sending him flying to his right. 

"Fuck! Where...” 

He shook his flame-like hair from his eyes and proceeded to support himself drowsily. 
"Izzy? What the fuck are you doing over there?" 

He stood up unsteadily and scrambled over to the two guitarists. 

"What were you ladies talking about over here? How hot | am?" 

Slash snorted, 


"You wish." 


Izzy shook his head and ruffled Axis hair, much to the shorter man's dismay. 

"All jokes aside, we all know that you're the only lady here, Ax 

Suddenly, the plane jumped and swerved, before crashing down ungracefully at an unknown ground 
"What the fuck just happened?!" 


Izzy rose from his seat on the floor of the jet and peeked out into the window, staring out into almost nothing 


but a concrete runway lit only by a few lamps. 


| think we've reached our destination. Let's hope we can find Steven and Duff." 


After sneaking out with the rest of the cargo, Slash, Izzy and Axl had somehow stumbled into a village. 


A man, presumably about 50, sat on the dimly-lit sidewalk, staring into space. The road was bare, the only 
noise heard for miles was the gentle whoosh of the wind. 


"IIl handle this," Izzy murmured indirectly to his bandmates, who stood shivering in the deserted sidewalk. 
"Yeah, whatever, take your time." 

Izzy approached the man, who failed to acknowledge his presence. 

"Mi scusi, signore?" 

The man's eyes travelled to meet Izzy's, and a reply then escaped from the man's mouth.. 

Not a reply that was expected. 


The language in which the man spoke was different. 


Within a few moments, Izzy and the man were conversing. 
"Izzy speaks Italian?" Slash inquired, turning his gaze to Axl, who nodded curtly in reply. 
"Of course he does, he's an angel. We're all naturally multilingual," he replied, pausing and drawing in a breath, 


"but that's not Italian." 


Before Slash could reply with whatever confused phrase he preferred, Izzy had returned to the group with a 


solemn expression across his face. 

"You were speaking Polish, Iz," Axl croaked, an anxious look crawling over his face. 
"| know." 

Izzy stretched out his arms and take a few steps backwards. 


"Welcome to Poland, guys.” 


